THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

peasants driving in with fruit were consoling. But I was
afraid of them: the same spirit had set in in them*

I was no longer happy in Switzerland, not even when I
was earing great blackberries and looking down at the Lago
Maggiore, at Locarno, lying by the lake; the terror of the
callous, disintegrating process was too strong in me.

At a little inn a man was very good to me. He went into
his garden and fetched me the first grapes and apples and
peaches, bringing them in amongst leaves, and heaping
them before me. He was Italian-Swiss; he had been in a
bank in Berne; now he had retired, had bought his paternal
home, and was a free man. He was about fifty years old;
he spent all his time in his garden; his daughter attended
to the inn.

He talked to me, as long as I stayed, about Italy and
Switzerland and work and life. He was retired, he was
free. But he was only nominally free. He had only
achieved freedom from labour. He knew that the system
he had escaped at last, persisted, and would consume his
sons and his grandchildren. He himself had more or less
escaped back to the old form; but as he came with me on to
the hill-side, looking down the highroad at Lugano in the
distance, he knew that his old order was collapsing by a
slow process of disintegration.

Why did he talk to me as if I had any hope, as if I
represented any positive truth as against this great negative
truth that was advancing up the hill-side? Again I was
afraid. I hastened down the highroad, past the house%
the grey, raw crystals of corruption*
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